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It was a dreary day, as roger compton strolled 

UP THE MAIN STREET OF THE LITTLE TOWN FOR THE 

first time... 


WHAT S THAT? LOOKS LIKE 
A COMMOTION UP AHEAD... 
PEOPLE RUNNING.' 


WHILE ROGER COMPTON WATCHED, THE TOWNSFOLK 
SCURRIED ABOUT. . . SEEKING REFUGE. . . 



A STOOPED FIGURE SHUFFLED AROUND A 
CORNER AND UP THE EMPTY STREET' AS HE DREW 
NEAR, ROGER NOTICED THAT HE mS A HUNOHMOK- 


Soon, roger found himself on a deserted street' the 

PEOPLE HAD ALL DISAPPEARED. .. HIDDEN BEHIND LOCKED 
DOO RS AND DRAWN BLINDS... ( ^ 

bHMBpr — 1 IT MUST BE SOMETHING 

HORRIBLE THEY FEAR ' I WONDER 
IF 1 0U8HT TO TAKE COVER, TOO? ' 
■ OH.OHr TOO LATE * HERE he COMES' 


OOLBOr HY OLD FRIEND, W HUH?" 
PETER 6OL6O f 





*1 EDGED CLOSER' AND 
THEN I SAW WHO IT WAS-* 


BUT.. .A CHOUL 
FEEDS UPON 4 
DEAD FLESH? 


r PETER SOLDO.' THE 
HUNCHBACK? ROBB ING 
~ A CRAVE... 


Roger compton listened, horrified, to the old 

MAN'S TALE' WHEN HE HAD FINISHED... / 
r I CANNOT BELIEVE IT' PETER t BUT YOU'VE SEEN 
WAS NORMAL AT SCHOOL... J HIM? DOES HE BEHAVI 
L EVEN BRILLIANT' £ NORMALLY HOW? 


"From my hiding place. i could not see what he 1 

WAS DOING TO THE CORPSE HE HAD DUG DOWN TO... BUT 
WHEN PETER HAD LEFT. I APPROACHED THE DESECRATED 
GRAVE. 


6000 LORD? THE CORPSE. 
I S PARTIAL L T DEVOURED? 
HE... HE'S A 6HOUL ? w. 


Roger turned to go . but one of the townsfolk 


TVE GOT TO SEE HIM AGAIN! 
TALK TO HIM' GET TO THE 
BOTTOM OF THIS' WHERE 
DOES HE LIVE? 


J IN THE OLD HOUSE 
1 ON THE HILL' BUT ^ 
WE WARN YOU... KEEP 
AWAY FROM HIM'HE'S 

EVIL ? / 


' THE TWELFTH GRAVE IN 
TWO YEARS' TWELVE 
CRAVES . . . DESECRATED? 
THEIR CORPSES DEVOURED? 
THE MAN IS INHUMAN? 


MY LITTLE GIRL DIED OF 
PNEUMONIA LAST WEEK' 
TWO NIGHTS AGO HER < 
GRAVE WAS BROKEN OPEN . 
AND HER LITTLE BODY 
STRIPPED OF ITS FLESH? 






what THEY 

BED EVE, MR. 
COMPTON, IS 
.TRUE' I 


NO? I WILL NOT 
COME? I CANNOT 
HELP HIM? - 


v YOU. ..YOU CALL ' 

) YOURSELF A 

'doctor? WHY... 

YOU'RE JUST LIKE 4 
THE REST OF THEM... 
NARROW-MINDED... 
BIGOTED. ..SUPERSTITIOUS? 


NOT HE... EXACTLY? BUT... Y" I AM 
IT IS A LONG STORY ? J QUITE 
SIT DOWN AND I WILL ^COMFORTABLE 
TELL YOU ABOUT ITM STANDING, SR? 
hnp.| ,1 im,,,!, PROCEED? 


V YOU MEAN, 

) PETER GOLGO 
I/S A 6H0UL ' 



For THE MOST PART, I FEEL SORRY FOR WHAT HAS 
HAPPENED TO PETER GOLGO? IT IS NOT HIS 
BUT I AM GETTING AHEAD OF MYSELF... 







Compton made his way up the hill 

AGAIN... TO THE OLD HOUSED AS HE 
APPROACHED, HE HEARD VOICES. . . 






/NO/ I WON'T' ROBBING 
GRAVES WAS BAD EN0U6HJ 
WATCHING YOU EAT THE 
ROTTED FLESH... BUT v 
NOW f KILL FOR YOU? > 
FOR FRESH FLESH? 
NEVER... NEVER f * 


YES? HEE.HEE ? IT WAS THERE? 
THE LITTLE MONSTER, IN A FIT 
OF OF RAGE. HAD CLIMBED A 
TRIFLE HIGHER ON PETER 
GOLGOS BACK AND BITTEN 
HIM TO DEATH.' SILLY LITTLE 
GHOUL.. .IT DIDN'T REALIZE IT 
WOULD KILL ITSELF, TOO? YOU i 
SEE, THESE TWINS .-v X 
HAD ONLY ONE ( 

HEART.. .the 

ONE IN PETER'S 

BODY? WELL, READ 

ON FRIENDS? THERE 

ARE MORE CHILLS luBjiSPlIl 

WAITING. . . IF YOU J J 1 

CAN TAKE IT? Mi Aih 


After the scream... silence? roger compton rushed into the house! 

WHAT HE SAW MADE HIM SICK? THE THINS WAS THERE... EXACTLY AS THE 
.DOCTOR HAD DESCRIBED IT... 4M/VA 





He released the fire-bomb he had 
been preparing so carefully in his 
workroom . . . and with a consuming 
sense of triumph he watched it flicker 
and begin to glow. No one else in the 
small plane had seen him fiddling 
with it . . . his wife and all the others 
were too absorbed in the Mexican 
landscape unfolding thousands of 
feet below them. In another sixty 
seconds the bomb would splutter into 
angry purple and crimson . . . and it 
would be time for him to leave them 
here! He almost laughed at the pros- 
pect. He would be abandoning them 
fifteen thousand feet in the air, in a 
plane doomed to death by fire within 
three minutes. They would never be 
able to land the flaming craft . . . and 
his guile in mutilating the chutes 
closed off the only other avenue of 
escape! Secretly he had slashed the 
nylon of all the parachutes but one 
. . . and he was slithering into the only 
good chute at this very moment! 

The sound of the fire-bomb was 
audible now. He could see the horror 
on his wife's face as she turned and 
stared at him in dismay. The others 
were rising too ... he began to giggle 
even as he ran to the escape hatch 
and flung it open. They were scream- 
ing at him, some were beginning to 
curse and to moan. But it would do 
them no good! They were all doomed 
to death by fire . . . and he would 
profit by it. The insurance money on 
his wife's life . . . and on the plane 
which he was about to destroy . . . 
would make him a rich man! 


The metal door was wide open, 
and without a backward glance he 
threw himself far out into space. He 
whirled as if caught in the funnel of 
a twister . . . then he felt the sharp 
pull on his back and stomach as the 
chute mushroomed open above him 
and stopped his headlong descent 
almost instantly. Off in the distance 
he saw the plane wobbling in its path 
. . . smoke beginning to trail through 
its windows and a tongue of bright 
red and yellow enveloping one of the 
wings. His plan had worked! They 
would all be consumed in fire within 
the next five minutes . . . and he 
would be rich! And safe/ 

He looked down at the Mexican 
countryside beneath him, and his 
heart almost stopped beating. 
Directly under him, open like the 
jaws of some primitive monster, was 
Mount Chachitax. And from its gap- 
ing mouth there issued great plumes 
of deadening black smoke! Now and 
then he saw the swirl of fire far down 
in the heart of the turbulent smoke 
. . . and he was heading directly into 
it! Some power which neither his will 
nor his parachute could resist was 
sucking him directly down into that 
open mouth . . . into the awful fires of 
Mount Chachitax! All at once his 
chute seemed to lose its remaining 
power and he was shrouded in the 
smoke and could feel the searing heat 
all around him. The deadly fires of 
Mount Chachitax were claiming him. 
Like the occupants of the plane he 
was doomed to death by fire ... in the 
very mouth of the erupting volcano! 



WELCOME, DEAR READER WELCOME ONCE MORE TO 
THE VAULT OF HORROR F HERE'S A FASCINATING 
TALE. . . GUARANTEED TO WIPE THE SMIRK FROM YOUR 
FACE AND REPLACE IT WITH A 6RAVE LOOK i MY STORY 
TAKES PLACE FAR UNDERGROUND.. . IN AS DANK AND 
DRAFTY A CAVE AS YOU COULD IMAGINE. . .SO BE CAREFUL 
TO TURN BACK AT THE FIRST SI6N OF A CHILL, FOR 
DON'T WANT ANY OF YOU TO START SNEEZIN’ AND 
COFFIN, OVER THE SPINE- TINGLER I CALI 


SEFUL ■ 


My STORY STARTS IN A TOWN SOMEWHERE SOUTH OF 
THE BORDER. ■ ■ 


YOU JUST STAY HERE 
IN THE HOTEL ROOM 
RELAX, PAUL. . .I’LL 
BE BACK AS SOON AS 



HE'S GONE f AND IN N/S 
STATE OF MIND... ANYTHING 
MIGHT HAPPEN IT’S DANGEROUS 
FOR HIM TO WANDER AROUND . 
THE STREETS ALONE ... T3jt 


'GET THE PICTURE? 
HERE'S A SWEET YOUNG 
GIRL... LINDA CROSS BY 
NAME ... WHO'S TRYING 
TO SAVE HER BROTHER 
PAUL'S HEALTH BY MOV- 
ING HIM OFF THE BEATEN 
TRACK? SHE'S FORCING 
HIM INTO A VACATION 
FROM THE BOTTLE AND 
...BUT LET'S PEEK INTO 
THEIR ROOM A SHORT 
. TIME LATER ? J 


RUSHES TO THE LOCAL POLICE STATION 


YOU'VE GOT TO DO SOMETHING f PAUL'S It! 
NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR HIMSELF' IN A ^ 
STRANGE TOWN LIKE THIS, HE MAY GET HURT 


r I HAVE YOUR DESCRIPTION OF HIM, SENORITA. . 
I'LL ATTEND TO THE CASE MYSELF ? GO BACK TO 
, YOUR HOTEL , AND GET SOME REST ? i ' 


^ ■ I NEVER SHOULD HAVE LEFT 

HIM... EVEN FOR A MINUTE ? A STRANGER. .. AND IN 
HIS CONDITION' I CAN'T SIT AROUND ANY LONGER... 

^■nagpiir i'll go mad ' 








THIS TUNNEL. . . V 
IT IS A NIGHT-CLUB 
.. . A PLACE WHERE ' 
MANY AMERICAN 
TOURISTS GATHER/ , 
THE DEAD MAN yY 
COULD BE ANY J M 
|0F THEM/ J 'J' 


TUNNEL. . . 

W-WHAT AN 
ODD NAME. . . 
FOR A N/6HT- 
. CLUB f , 


THE TUNNEL IS ODD IN MORE WAYS 
THAN ITS CHOICE OF NAME, SEfiORITA/ 
IT APPEALS TO PEOPLE WHO SEEK THE 
BIZARRE AND WEIRD. . . BUT YOU 
WILL SEE FOR YOURSELF/ HERE IS 
-y THE OFFICE. . . Y~if A 9 


EL JEFE TOLD ONLY 
HALF THE STORY IN HIS 
DESCRIPTION OF THE 
STRANGE NIGHT-CLUB. 
ITS NAME, FOR INSTANCE, 
IS OFFICIALLY THE TUN- 
NEL OF TERROR /AND 
TERROR IS WHAT LINDA 
FEELS AS SHE STANDS 
IN THE MANAGER'S 
L -. OFFICE... 


... AND AFTER THE LIGHTS 
WENT ON, WE FOUND HINf 
[HIS BODY. . . AS IF A WILD 
MV ANIMAL... T — — * 


I-IT'S.. NOT MY 


V* SPARE US YOUR 1 
OPINIONS, PLEASE/ 
THE SHROUO... WILL YOU. 


SO FAR AS WE 
KNOW, 
SENORITA... 


BROTHER f THANK 
HEAVENS/ NOT PAUL. 
■ HE’S STILL SAFE... j 





THIS PLACE... THIS 
TUNNEL . XT SOUNDS 
LIKE THE KINO OF 
SPOT THAT PAUL 
WOULD BE ATTRACTED 
TO... EVEN IN HIS 
PRESENT CONDITION? 
COULD I. ..FOR MY 









NOT PAUL f BUT. . . IT'S HORRIBLE / AS 


At THAT MOMENT SOMETHING COMPELS LINDA CROSS 
TO LOOK UP, AND ACROSS THE ROOM SHE SEES SOME- 
THING WHICH MAKES HER BLOOD GROW COLD. . . 


H-HEY, SERORITA! 
WATCH OUT. . . 


GIVE ME THAT TORCH. . . 
IT’S MY BROTHER ^ HE'S 
SICK. . . HE NEEDS ME 1 
QUICK.../ MUST FIND l 

ym him / 


PAU L i PAU I IT’S ME/ 



A SCREAM' AND WITH THE ECHOES. 


HE DIDN'T RECOGNIZE ME? THIS 
CRAZY PLACE... IT'S FRIGHTENED 
HIM ? I'VE GOT TO FIND PAU L- ^ 
GET HIM OUT OF HERE... WM 


THE SECONDS DRA6 BY V 
LIKE AGONIZED HOURS 
AS LINDA CROSS TRIES 
DESPERATELY TO TRACE 
HER BROTHER THROUGH 
THAT UNDERGROUND 
CAVE. AND THEN SHE 
SEES THE FLICKER OF 
A SHADOW AGAINST THE 

WALI SOMETHING MOVING 

PERHAPS IT IS PAUL... 


IT SEEMS TO COME FROM EVERY SIDE 
ALL AT ONCE? THE BEAST. ..IT MUST 
HAVE STRUCK AGAIN? I- 1 MUST 
FIND PAUL... MUST... 


r ANOTHER CORPSE' HORRIBLY MUTILATED? THE 
BEAST? IT'S FOUND ANOTHER VICTIM? 


T HE'S AFRAID EVEN OF ME.' IN HIS MENTAL STATE 
HE MUST BE TERRIFIED ... CAN'T TAKE CARE OF J 
HIMSELF? IT'S UP TO ME TO ...OOOOOFFF' 


THAT SOUND. ..WHA . ? PAUL. 


IT'S ME ... YOUR SISTER 


UMDA' YOU WON'T HAVE 
TO RUN AWAY ANY LONGER... 
WE'LL GET OUT OF HERE 
TOGETHER ? YOU'RE SAFE.' 






JIT CAN'T BE YOU. . MY 
OWN BROTHER . . YOU'RE 
THE MANIAC WHO HAS 
MURDERED THE OTHERS' 
YOU'RE THE MONSTER WHO 
CRAVES HUMAN FLESH.' 


THIS CAN' 

HORRIBLE NIGHTMARE . . 
PAUL f 


A TALE OF BROTHERLY AFFECTION, 
WASN'T IT? SORT OF * FAMILY u 
PLOT, HEH, HEH.HEHf JUST ONE 1 
THING TO REMEMBER.' TO THIS A 
DAY, NO ONE HAS APPREHENDED 1 
THE MONSTER WHO STALKS THE A 
TUNNEL OF TERROR.' SO IF 1 
YOU'RE PLANNING A VACATION... 
HEH, HEH.' WELL, I'LL BE SEEING 
YOU IN MY OWN MAGAZINE, THE 










Stevens 

works FAR 

INTO THE 

NIGHT? 

BRILLIANT 

LIGHTS 

FLICKER 

ON AND OFF 

CASTING 

SHADOWS 

AGAINST 

THE DOOR? 

SUDDENLY, 

THEY STOP? 

THEN... 

SILENCE? 

MINUTES 

PASS... 

THE DOOR 

SLOWLY 

OPENS... 






A FEW MINUTES LATER, KRAUSE. .. HEARII 
WALKS UNWARILY INTO THE LABORATORY. 


RESPONSIBLE. STEVENS ? WHERE 
ARE YOU? YOU THOUGHT I WAS 
ASLEEP, EH? WAIT 'TIL THE 
PROFESSOR HEARS OF THIS f 



T HMMM... YES? STEVENS ~ 

WAS RIGHT AFTER ALL ? WELL, 
I'LL JUST. . . AHEM. . . USE HIS 
METHOD NEXT TIME ? HE NEED 
. NEVER KNOW ? HA.HAf 


MEANWHILE, 
DEAR READER, 
PROFESSOR 
ZAMRON SITS 
AT HIS DESK ON 
THE TOP FLOOR 
OF THE CASTLE. 
HE ALSO HAS 
NOT BEEN 
ASL EEP . .. 


ANSWER ME OR I LL... 
NO ...HOT STAY AWAY. 



STOP ITf DO 
YOU HEAR ? 


WHA-? THAT SCREAM. 


IT CAME FROM THE LAB ? 
STEVENS MUST BE FIGHTING 
WITH KRAUSE AGAIN? BY 
HEAVENS, THIS TIME HE'S 
k GONE TOO FAR? 






YOU KNOW VERY WELLf WHY DID 
YOU KILL KRAUSE? WHERE IS 
THAT MUMMY? ANSWER ME f 


WHAT ARE YOU 
TALKING ABOUT? ^ 
KRAUSE KILLED? ' 
THE MUMMY GONE? 

IT CAN'T BE .'UNLESS.. 
THE MUMMY WERE 
ALIVE f THEN MY 
METHOD MUST HAVE 
WORKED ! ^ 


A FEW SECONDS LATER, THE ANGRY 


/ YOU MUST BELIEVE ME.' WHEN 
YOU LEFT, I EXPERIMENTED.. TRIED 
EVERYTHING.. .THOUGHT I FAILED 
I CAME BACK TO MY ROOM, EX- 
HAUSTED. .. AND I’ VE BEEN ASLEEF 








GOT... TO. . GET. . . FAR ^ 
AWAY FROM THAT HORRIBLE 
PLACE.' 


Meanwhile, back in the castle, professor zamroi 

RUNS TO THE LIBRARY TO PHONE THE POLICE... 


But FATE has destined stevens for a different 

END' AS THE HYSTERICAL MAN STRUGGLES THROUGH 
THE HEAVY DOWNPOUR. HE FAILS TO SEE THE SHEER 
CLIFF YAWNING DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF HIM. . . 


'HE CAN'T GET VERY 
FAR IN THIS STORM.' 
THE POUCE WILL CATCH 
v HIM.' , 






NO.. NO.' STAY AWAY.. 


DON'T TOUCH m 
ME! y-A A-A-A-H-H? 



HEE, HEE' WELL, THAT'S MY STORY, 
DEAR READER' PROFESSOR ZAMRON 
WAS FINALLY CONVINCED THAT 
STEVENS' METHOD WAS CORRECT' 
THE MUMMY PROVED IT TO HIM? 
WHAT HAPPENED TO THE MUMMY? 
THE POLICE NEVER FOUND HIMf 
HE'S PROBABLY ROAMING AROUND 
THE COUNTRYSIDE RI6HT NOWf 
HEE, HEE? HE MIGHT EVEN BE 
PEEKING IN YOUR WINDOW... THE 
ONE BEHIND YOU? DON'T LOOK? 
YOU MAY NOT BE ABLE TO 


/the end NTS' 






The hand moved.' it ripped and tore crazily at 

THE GRAVE DIRT. . .TORE HANDFULS LOOSE. . . DUG 
FRENZIED TALONS AGAIN AND AGAIN INTO THE SOFT 
LOAM UNTIL. ■ 

FnO GRAVE CAN HOLD ME i NOT 
WHEN I HAVE A TASK 
ME.. .THAT SUMMONS ME 
,THE FINAL SLEEP.' I M 
RISE FROM THIS COFFIN.. 

RISE 




With thumping,sodden steps.the 

DEAD MAN WALKED THE GRAVEYA RD 
PATHS— | 










r ONLY ONE HOPE LEFT 1 l'VE GOT 
TO SEE MY OLD FRIEND, BILLY 
JOHNSON^ HE ALWAYS HELPED ^ 
ME IN THE PAST. HE’LL HELP 1 
ME ONE MORE TIME f I KNO W Jj 
b w HE WILL? ^ 


r PLEASE f PLEASE? 

I YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT 
'THIS MEANS TO ME f V 
MY BIS CHANCE? 

IF I DON’T SHOW THAT 
EDITOR SOME SAMPLES, 
I'LL LOSE IT? V 


Bill Johnson greeted his friend with harsh words 




NOW GET OUT. . . AND STAY 
OUT? I NEVER WANT TO 
SEE YOU AGAIN' YOU'RE 
A CHEAP, SPINELESS 
BUM? A NO-GOOD.' 

A WORTHLESS SLUG? 



SUDDENLY THE DAMS OF JON WAY- I 
LAND'S RESTRAINT BURST' LIKE A I 
DEMONIAC THING, HE HURLED HIM- I 
SELF ON HIS OLD FRIEND? 

YOU COULD LOAN ME 1 
MONEY TO REDEEM MY I 
PICTURES' YOU HAVE A 
PLENTY OF IT ? YOU'D ’ 

NEVER MISS A MEASLY 
FIFTEEN DOLLARS' A 
BUT HO. ..NO ...NO ' 


if 




I KNOCKED HIM OUT, BUT I'LL' DO 
MORE THAN THAT.' I*M GOING TO 
KILL HIM / THEN I WON'T HAVE TO 
REDEEM MY OLD PICTURES? I 'LL 
BE ABLE TO TAKE HIS PAINTS AND 
BRUSHES. . . TO PAINT NEW AND 




JON 


MAYLANO 


ETCHING 


AC D 


THEN 


YOU... STEALING 
TAKE THEM, IF YOU 
WANT . .BUT REMEMBER.. . I AM CURSING 
THEM f USE THEM. . . AND YOU WILL ALWAYS 
HAVE TO USE THEM. . .never resting. . . 





All that day and all that night, jon 

WAYLAND WORKED.' COVERED WITH 
PERSPIRATION, HIS EYELIDS HEAVY WITH 
THE NEED OF REST, HE WORKED ON.. . 



Next day.. 






Jon wayland painted, all right* 

HE KEPT ON, NIGHT AND DAY* BUT 
THE MARKET FOR HIS PAINTINGS 
WAS GONE f 


FOR PETE'S SAKE, 


JON* I'VE BOUGHT A YEAR AHEAD 
ON YOUR STUFF* I CAN'T POSSIBLY 


One day he fell to the floor, 

AND DID NOT GET UP... 






HEE.HEE? WELL, THAT'S MY STORY, 
DEAR FIENDS ? I'LL BET THAT IF I . 
TOOK A CANVASS OF YOU READERS 
RIGHT NOW, I'D FIND SOME OF YOU . 
SCREAMING, TOO. ..JUST LIKE THAT 4 
POOR OLD LANDLADY ? DID YOU NODCEJ 
HOW PALE AND PALLCTTE SHE ^ 


LOOKED' OH, BY THE WAY, SHE'S 
RECOVERED NOW...OOING NICELY, 
TOO? BUT SHE'S STILL NOT OUT OF 
THE INSANE ASYLUM 'SEEMS THAT 
EVERY TIME SHE SEES A PAINTING 
SHE GOES NAD OVER IT? 




